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Wednesday,  June  30  - 

This  morning  after  my  early  bath  I  hurried  on  deck  to  find  it  pouring 
perfectly  good  and  wet  rain.  I  hurriedly  walked  my  mile  while  the  deck  hands 
were  busy  cleaning  and  making  ready  for  the  belated  passengers.  It  was  then 
6:15  -  Miss  Everett  (  Bless  her  !  )  kept  me  from  completely  passing  away  by 
dividing  an  orange  with  me.  No  breakfast  until  eight.  Suddenly  being  seized 
by  a  heavy  heavy  drowsiness  I  wrapped  myself  up  in  my  steamer  rug  and  dozed 
off  beautifully. 

I  awakened  sometime  later  to  find  Mr.  H-  sitting  beside  me.  I  tried 
to  put  him  at  ease  for  after  what  had  happened  I  knew  it  was  a  beautiful  position 
that  he  occupied.  We  chatted  comfortably  until  the  bugle  sounded  for  breakfast. 

It  may  seem  untrue  but  I  enjoy  every  meal  -  draw  no  lines,  eat  lobster 
ever/  day  just  as  though  I  was  calmly  residing  in  Portland,  Conn. 

After  breakfast  it  poured  harder  than  ever.  The  deck  was  flooded,  steamer 
chairs  simply  had  to  be  moved.  The  pea-green  variety  of  people  did  not  appear 
but  I  wrapped  myself  up  in  that  big  winter  coat  and  went  out  towards  the  stern 
where  I  stayed  for  the  blow,  the  breeze,  the  roll  and  the  pitch  and  was  glad 
through  and  through.  It  rained  so  much  that  we  decided  to  sit  in  our  steamer 
chairs  that  had  been  forced  way  way  back.  Mr.  H-  amused  me  by  reading 
and  talking  over  Williams  College,  its  hopes,  its  possibilities.  This  boat  is 
unusually  steady  else  we  should  have  had  a  great  deal  more  motion.  When  sitting 
still  and  watching  the  rail  and  comparing  its  position  with  the  horizon  you  feel 
positively  as  if  the  before-mentioned  horizon  was  the  most  giddy  young  thing  in 
sight,  it  appears  to  dance  merrily  up  and  down.  In  the  afternoon  Mabel  and  I 
played  Bull  Board  .  Of  all  games  the  most  inane.  Really  I  believe  no  where 
under  the  beautiful  blue  domewlll  one  find  people  who  can  be  so  easily  amused  - 
a  game  with  absolutely  nothing  to  it  appears  madly  exciting  on  deck. 

We  sought  out  an  Interesting  place  in  the  bow  -  after  the  rain  ceased  and 
from  there  we  watched  the  lovely  big  awe-inspiring  waves. 

It  is  exhillrating  when  one  can  comfortably  stand  it,  to  stand  in  the  stern 
and  get  the  motion. 

The  day  grew  worse  and  by  dinner  time  there  were  loads  of  winds,  endless 
rain  and  plenty  of  promise  for  pea -green  ladies.  The  sky  grew  darker  and  darker 
and  from  where  Mr.  Chipman  and  I  were  sitting  the  whole  effect  was  indeed  ugly 
and  I  was  given  this  interesting  bit  of  information  that  seldom  does  one  see  an 
uglier  looking  sky  and  sea.  We  thought  we  felt  a  great  deal  of  motion  but  had 
we  been  travelling  westward  we  would  indeed  have  been  thoroughly  conscious  of 
it.  But  we  were  going  along  with  the  wind  and  this  craft  is  so  unusually  steady 
that  personally  I  cannot  see  why  any  one  should  be  ill.  As  the  evening  wore  on 


